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eyes widened, her lips parted, the colour ebbed from her
face.
"He can't know,'* she said, and repeated it slowly
and softly. "He can't know." Then, in a flood of words,
like the beating of fists against a door suddenly closed:
"He can't. He can't, Lewis. Why do you say that? If he
knew, he would have spoken to me. He would have been
angry. He'd have been wild and mad. And you—could he
go on seeing you, saying nothing, doing nothing?"
"You forget who he is and what he is," Lewis answered.
A long silence was broken only by her saying in a vague,
light voice: "The rain is stopping." But the rain, un-
accompanied by thunder or lightning, continued to fall.
The undergrowth steamed no more. Dusk, stretching its
web over the trees, drew Lewis's thoughts into a wood
outside Chepping wherein he and she had been caught by
a summer storm years ago. Nothing but the grave music of
rain and foliage distinguished this walk from the many
others in which he had been her companion when she was
a child; during all the intervening time it had not risen
out of his memory; but now the scent of the Chepping
wood was in his nostrils and her slim figure pressed against
a tree was before his eyes. It had been the backs of her
hands that she pressed against the bark; the tendons of
her wrists had stood up beneath the tightly buttoned cuffs
she was wearing. She had lifted her chin so that the drops
from the branches above her might splash on her face; and,
laughing, had cried out with a note of disappointment in
her voice: "I believe it's stopping, Lewis. I believe it is."
"What are you thinking?" she asked now*
"About Chepping."
She drew in a slow, deep breath. "You will go back
there," she said, looking at him as a child might look into
the face of some legendary traveller, and he asked her
whether she would ever come to him in Chepping,
"To visit you?"
This had been his uncertain thought, but now, challeng-
ing his own doubts and hers, he said: "To be with me.
She smiled. "Even if that ever became possible, I

